LIFE IN SAMOA

gasping and clutching at the housekeeper's neck, and good- 1892
ness knows whether he were more pleased or frightened. ^T* 4I
Doubtless it was a very fine thing to see all these bright
pictures coming out and dying away again one after an-
other; but doubtless it was rather alarming also, for how
was it done ? And at last, when there appeared upon the
screen the head of a black woman (as it might be his own
mother or sister), and the black woman of a sudden began
to roll her eyes, the fear or the excitement, whichever it
was, wrung out of him a loud shuddering sob. And I think
we all ought to admire his courage when, after an evening
spent in looking on at such wonderful miracles, he and
Austin set out alone through the forest to the lean man's
house. It was late at night and pitch dark when some of
the party overtook the little white boy and the big black
boy marching among the trees with their lantern. I have
told you the wood has an ill name, and all the people of
the island believe it to be full of devils; but even if you do
not believe in the devils, it is a pretty dreadful place to walk
in by the moving light of a lantern, with nothing about you
but a curious whirl of shadows and the black night above
and beyond. But Arick kept his courage up, and I dare
say Austin's too, with a perpetual chatter, so that the
people coming after heard his voice long before they saw
the shining of the lantern.

My dear Miss Boodle, -r-will I be asking too much that
you should send me back my letters to the Children, or
copies, if you prefer; I have an idea that they may per-
haps help in time to make up a book on the South Seas
for children. I have addressed the Cellar so long this time
that you must take this note for yourself and excuse, yours
most sincerely,                                R. L. STEVENSON.

297ollowed another on the white sheet, he sat there
